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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 


: : FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
Memoirs of Timothy Try-all, Esq. by his Cousin 
Theodore. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Soon after the receipt of the last letter from cous- 
in Timothy, he arrived in Boston. As there has 
been no occurrence since in his life of an interesting 
nature, except such as would involve the characters 
of individuals, which is contrary to my plan in giving 
this ‘ Biographica] Sketch,’ | shall conclude with a 
short summary of the different professions that Tim- 
othy has pursued, 

; SUMMARY. 

Five years in a Commission Store in Boston.—Four 
months a Clerk in a Commission Store in Wilming- 
ton, N.C.—Four months clerk in an Insurance Office. 
—Six months Clerk in a Dry Goods Store in Broad 
Street, Boston.— Four months a player in the Beston 
and Providence Theatres—Eighteen months a Stu- 
dent of Medicine; after which cousin ‘Pim exhibited 
and lectured Upon the Anatomical Preparations pre- 
viously alluded to.— Exhibited the Camera Obscura 
in Boston, Providence and the intermediate towns.— 
Went upon a peddling excursion to the Eastward. 
Was Editor of three different papers in Boston.—A 
performer at the Amateur Theatre, Washington 
Gardens, &c. &c. &c. too numerous to mention. 

THEODORE. 
——a 990900) a 
Frem Ackermann's London Repository. 


A CHRISTMAS\ PARTY, 
THE DINNER. 

«Captain Von Pfittershausen, as I’m alive!’ ex- 
claimed, with goggie eyes and nut-cracker jaws, my 
old acquaintance, Mr, Walter Waffle, the ship. broker, 
as I turned the Post-Office archway in Lombard 
Street, whither | had sped mv steps. from Panton 
Square in the Hay Market, to insure the safe couvey- 
ance of three pages of foolscap to my dear Frederika 
at Wolfenbuttel, circumstantially detailing the 
wound at the battle of Toulouse, and the conse- 
quent amputation above the knee-joint ; put consol- 
ing her grief by the news of the libera} pension which 
with half-pay and Spanish prize-money, would in 
six weeks’ time enable me to fly to her arms, to be 
forever united to the most graceful of her sex. It 
was at a ball at the Casino my eyes first beheld 
her beautifal form, and received from her looks the 
silent assurance of favour. Like Luna and ber ter- 
restrial companion in the firmament, we erhirled ewift- 
ly and gracefully in amatory loveliness round the 
splendid saloon, the admiration of strangers and en- 
vy of friends. Frederika was the beay jdeal of walt- 
zing. Would she had been less partial to that be- 
witching pastime !! 

Alas! my three pages of foolscap, for the safe con- 
yeyance of which to Wolfenbuttel [| had sped my 
steps from Panton-square in the Haymarket to om- 
bard-street, fre Mained a dead levfes, until Schwartz, 
the invalid Corporal of yon Detholm’s company shew- 
ed some bowels for my corporeal and mental anguish, 
by ioformivg me, with corporal-like naivetie, that | 
must give up all thoughts of Miss Frederika, by tea- 
sou of my inCapacitation from futare participation in 
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the sports of salutation: ‘for,’ said he unanswerably, 
‘your honour will allow that waltzing on three legs 
is iaconvenient and unsightly ; and »o Miss Freder- 
ika, I understand, has defermined to waltz to the 
temple of Hymen in as perfect a way as Counsellor 
Ninihoffer’s healthy pedestals will let her.’ 

O woman! woman !! 

Fortunately for me, these deadly tidings were yet 
hidden under the veil of futurity, when at the cor- 
ner of the archway in Lombard-street my old ac- 
quaintance, Mr. Walter Waffle, the ship-breker, ex- 
claimed, with geggle eyes and nut-cracker jaws, 
‘Captain von Pfittershausen, as | am alive! Dear 
me, a leg the worse for valour! Well, well, better 
a leg than a head; great saving in stockings and 
shoes, washing, and Day and Martin’s. One ball 
goes as far as two.” 

O the broker-feeling! What a sympathizing soul! 

Nay, peace to the manes of the broker! Mrs. 
Waffle’s iron rule, after breaking his head once or 
twice a week during a term of years, 1am sure broke 
the heart ef invoices and charterparties; for Mr. 
Walter Waffle has fre-ghted his last cargo in the 
churchyard of St. Leonard’s, Shoreditch, where the 
bill of lading of pure marble, endorsed by his discon- 
solate sp6use, enumerates ail the parcels af virtues 
and mental endowments that are to be entered free 
of duty.on t'other side the Styx, 

‘Mrs, Waffle,’ said the good man, ‘ will be de- 
lighted to see an old friend of mine: you must come 
and dine.” 

‘What married?’ 

* Aye, and to the best of women, a young widow 
of forty-five or so; six thousand down, an annuity 
of two hundred, three children well provided for, 
and two of ovr own for th: present. We have got 
a little rum ia urby at Bethnal Green, with a spare 
sofa-bed; you must come and see us. By the by, 
where do you spend your Christmas-day, captain ?” 
—‘At home.’—‘' Nonsense! We shall expect you to 
dinner, four o'clock; den’t make it later, that we 
may have time for a little music and rubber: we 
always have cards on Christmas-day. Perhaps there 
may he litle of the footing it too——(dear me, I did 
not think of your casualty! | ask a thousand par- 
dons:) never mind, we shall kill the time, | warrant 
you. You German gentlemen hke cards, and Mrs. 
W. knows how to entertain ber friends: her first 
husband, the sugar-baker, kept the best of company. 
Excuse me, | must run ujon "Change: so then, 
Christmas-day at four o’cloek, of as much sooner 
as you like. Here's my*card, though every body 
knows Walter Waffle’s in Wilmott Grove, Bethnal 
Green. God bless you, captain! A propos, if you 
like to come in your righmentals, so wach the t-etter. 
Mis, W, delights in the military. Good bye, don’t 
forget, four’s the hour !? 

It was not till after inquiries and laborious turnings 
and oaths ionumerable, Usat the soaked charioteer 
of hacks discovered the dumicile of Mr. W, Waffle, 
‘whom every body knows,’ by a brass plate indica- 
| ting name, surname, and profession, peeping from 
under the shade of a portal lattice-work, of enliven- 
ig and reral verditer, of the size of a centry-box,— 
Che front court-of the ram in urby,’. had: lost some 
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well-boxed parterre, surrounded by a curious mosaic 
of oyster-shells, washed clean by the incessant rain, 
and a neat private hedge within the rails, proclaimed 
the taste of the possessor. 

No sooner had the coach halted, than the clangor 
of the steps enabled me to make some preparatory 
acquaintance with a great part of the family and of 
the neighbours: some prim faces iu the first floor kept 
eyeing the settlement of the fare ; and the windows 
in the second were lined with three darlings * well 
provided for and the two of our own.’ The ertertor 
attractions, indeed, seemed to have made them for- 
get the better opportunity of :nfernal inspection : 
two successive knocks produced no other effect than 
bustle and confusion within, until a matron voice, 
from the stairs, sent forth a seasonal admonition to 
the careless crew below; adding, with becoming in- 
dignation, ‘Sally, why don’t you take them patterns 
down in the kitching? Would you have the captain 
break his other leg too?’ 

The peremptory tone in which these orders were 
conveyed, rendered it quite natural that * them pat- 
terns’ should be taken down before the * French’ 
gentleman was taken into the house. After a little 
‘further compliment of the season therefore under the 
previous porch, tothe great detriment of my single 
sitk hose and pump, admittance into the intertor of 
Mr. Waffle’s domain was granted; the aperieut par- 
ty running before me, to suvnounce the murdered 
name of my ancestors under the guise of Captain 
Bickerstaff. 

This erratum being forthwith amended through the 
kindness of my old acquaintance, the broker of ton- 
nage and primage, introductions showered upon me 
more plentifully but less tangibly, than the previous 
rain under the verandah. All wasa mumble-jumble 
of nuuns proper of the masculine and feminine gen- 
det, in which they had greatly the advantage, inas- 
much as * Captain Pfittershauseu” was told ever and 
over seven times, but the names of the seven reci- 
procities most nnbecoming!s slurred over to me; so 
that, excepting those of Mr, Jones, and Mr.and Mrs. 
Smith—-which seunds had met my ears before—the 
rest of the company remained *hen-descripts to my 
intellects till the festivities had considerably * pro- 
gressed.” 

Mrs. Biffin, a short inangular and vastly inquisitive 
lady from Mile-End Green, whose neighbour, in the 
expecting circle, chance had destined to be, asked 
many questions about the battles and skirmishes on 
the Spanish ‘main,’ protesting that she should pot 
mind seeing Mr. Biffin return with a leg the less from 
such gloridus deeds as must have been achieved by 
the gallant Captain vou Pfittershausen; and inquit- 
ing, by the way, whether I were any relation to 
the famous Baron Munchausen, whose travels she had 
had from the library, but believed to be for the most 
part a pack of 


From these importanities I was happily released by 
the seasonable interposition of the lady of the house, 
the widow of ‘forty five or so,’ a comely anthropoph- 
agan countenance of male aspect and dark comp! x- 
ion, yet over rubicund withal—(alas! { then fore vo- 
ded Mr. Waffle’s fate!) That a /cint thus favoured 
by nature should resort to the suucer to exhibit a 
complete rouge et norr, could only be accounted for 
by the ‘plus habel, plus oplat.’” The reverse, however, 
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was probably the case with the aubnarn ringlets 
which hung in profusion, but dry and ochry, from 
the Brussels cap adorned with poppies and passion- 
flowers of Italian artifice. Mrs. Waffle, in a delicate 
manner, condoled me on the loss | had experienced, 
hoping that in the ead my constitution would be wast- 
ly benefited by the ‘catistroph.’ ‘Il suppose, captain,’ 
she added, ‘you are of the Protestant persuasion ?— 
] thought as much!--Now if IT may ask a foolish 
question, when a misfortune like yours occurs in the 
army, do they give the limb a Christian barial ?”* 

‘Dinner’s on the table,’ was a welcome relief; for 
Mis. B:ffia had joined the chatechization by asking 
whether in case of computation the king found the 
wooden leg, which it were a shame if he did not. 

Every gevtleman now took the hand ofa lady in a 
becoming and solensn manner, to hand her down to 
the parlour, but owing tothe narrowness of the stair- 
case, the advance took place en echelons; parallel 
motion being out of the question. I: wassomewhat 
ludicrous tosee the shifts and squeezes to conform to 
this piece of etiquette; and the parlour of Mrs. Waf- 
fle’s ‘rum in urby’ being of two snug dimensions to 
hold mulfum in parvo, a sort of a pit-door crowd ac- 
cumulated inthe passage, until the clever dispositions 
of the lady within afforded a gradual vent to the 
Stage. 

Whether it was by an unlucky fatality, or from a 
desire of doing me honour, the seat assigned to me 
was within a yard of half a bushel of Hephburn’s 
main, crowned by a blazing ‘Christmas log,’ on which 
occasion, Mr. Basil Jones, the packer of Camomile- 
street, flutteringly remarked, that he felt sure this 
was the first time the baron turned his back to the 
fire. 

Although the table seemed to groan under a butch- 
er’s shop of enormous joints, Mrs, Waffle politely apol- 
ogized for the scantiness of fare, and more especially 
for the absence of a Nosfolk Turkey, which the broth- 
er of her late busband had promised, and she was sure 
had actually expedited, but which had not arrived 
this morning so late as eleven at the Spread Eagle 
in Gracechurch-street, unless Mr. Vaffle, whom she 
had sent three times about it, had made one of his 
usual blunders; for one he confessed had been offer- 
ed him there, with the direction three parts torn off, 
and he wastoo conscientious forsooth to take him 
home. é 

‘The name, my dear, began with a V, as I told 
you,’ rejoined Mr. W. in his own defence, ‘and would 
you have me commita robbery knowingly? May 
the bit : 

Mrs. W. did not suffer the defence to proceed, she 
had not patience with such finical qualms.—‘Allow 
me to help you to a spoonful of warmyshell soup, 
Captain Bitterhouse ; tis of my own muking, and I 
hope you will find it good. I never trust them nicer 
things to the servant. You will find it warm you.° 

Warm me! What with the fire at my back, and 
the essence of pepper! swallowed within, not to ap- 
pear uncivil, my trame began to burn with fever.— 
In this state, a general invitation to the ladies to 
take a glass of wine operated a welcome relief to 
my parched gutterals. Here the respective parties, 
having first eyed each other with affectionate solem- 
nity, cut a most demure face, and nodded their heads 
with slow gravity, a manoeuvre which I imitated with 
tolerable success im favor of the lady of the house. 

‘How d’ye like this wine, captain?’ exclaimed the 
self-complacent Mr. Waffle.—‘Very pleasant drink ; 
and so it was, indeed, in my situation, for. all its 
India-rubber twang.——‘I think it is: a better glass of 
cape you will not find is London; | had it out of 
the Docks and bottled it myself; *tis equal to any 
sherry.’ 

Among the immense store of animal food which 
graced the festive board, and which at a mederate 
computation would have fed twice the number for a 
week, nothing gained more admiration than a colos- 
al mound of roasted beef. The praises lavished on 
this mass of flesh were expressed with a sympathy 
and inward feeling, which a person, ignorant of the 
object, would certainly have taken for commenda- 
tions bestowed on a friend or a nearrelation. Mr. 
Philpotts, one of the quorum, triumphantly asked— 
‘I say, captain, have you ever seen such a bit of beef 
at Wolfenbuttel ?’—The usual stale puns were called 
forth by a pickled tongue served as a relish to four 
boiled fowls, so mature in years, that Mrs, Wafile 
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herself candidly vowed, they - should be the last 
Mother Shepherd ever sold at Aer house.. It was 
therefore no wonder that Mr. Basil Jones should an- 


ticipate some indemnity from the sight of three or 


four pair of pigeons’ claws projecting out of a crust- 
ed dish in the centre. On his expressing his heart's 
desire, Mrs, Waffle kindly asked, if any other lady or 
gentleman chose to taste the pigeon pie; and:no affir- 
mative answer being received, Mr, Basil Jones Was 
politely informed, that if he particularly wished it, 
the pie should be cut, although strictly speaking. it 
was intended for supper. Mr. Jones, of course, was 
too much of a gentleman to press bis request. 

At this time, the maid whispered a confidential 
communication in her mistress’ ear, which, from the 
appalling effect it produced, seemed to import a sud- 
den calamity in the family. ‘There now, Mr. W.’ 
exclaimed the discousolate spouse, the miuce-pies 
are not come! You woull not let me make them: 
you must forsooth order things in town, which | could 
have made better, and for a quarter of the money. 
Have you ordered them or not, Mr. Vaffle??—Order- 
ed them, my love, at half past four precisely, and 
paid for them too.’—‘Paid for them! ejaculated Mrs. 
W. in an agony of distress. Here «a note of prepa- 
ration for the benefit of Mr. W.’s future guidance ap. 
peared to be fairly on its way; but whatever ifs in- 
tended import may have been, her overpowered {feel- 
ings stifled every kind of utterance, except a deep 
sob or two, accompanied by a gentle tear, furrowing 
its way over the crayon carnation. 

A female’s tears, even on mince-pies, could not 
fail to awaken all our sympathies: we spoke comfort 
all of us, we protested that after such a dinner, the 
delicacy in question must have remained untouched ; 
and we succeeded by soothing words to recover in 
some ‘degree, Mrs. W.’s spirits, and restore the gen- 
eral harmony of the festive board.—*Thank heaven,’ 
exclaimed Mrs. W, ‘I have not trusted the pudding 
to his management too! It has a iittle crack, owing 
to the cloth bursting, you will not find it any the 
worse for that.” Here the ladies entered upon a mi 
nute inquiry as to the quantum of ingredients employ- 
ed to produce so vast, and yet so perfect a specimen 
of Culinary art, and I ventured to beg the favor of 
being furnished with the written prescription for its 
confection, in order to tinnsfer the mystery to my 
countrymen at Wolfenbuttel. My request not only 
was most obligingly promised to be attended to, but 
contributed wonderfully towards exhilarating the 
ruffled spirits of our hostess, which resumed their 
buoyancy to such a degree, that she promised to cut 
mea slice to take home to Panton-square, to eat at 
my leisure, cold, or broiled. 

In removing the cloth, Sally, in her zeal to whirl 
with expedition through the narrow space left for her 
evolutions, had the misfortune, for I pitied her more 
than myself, to dropa tumbler with brown stout right 
on my back, the thorough saturation of which, with 
caloric from Hepburn’s main and the Christmas log, 
was such that it preserved me totally from taking 
cold, and Moreover gave rise to an interesting physi- 
cal phenomenon ; for in less than half a minute, the 
vapours ascended as visibly as from a Greenwich 
stage-courser on a frosty morning, and induced Mr. 
Basil Jones, the packer of Camomile-street, to ob- 
serve facetiously how ‘smoking hot’ the baron’s birth 
must be! 

With the dessert were introduced the junior braneh- 
es of the family, the ‘three of her own’ being accom- 
medated near the widow of ‘forty-five or so,” and the 
two little Wafllings taking their station near their 
papa. The channels from which the several dainties 
proceeded were minutely and faithfully enumerated 
by Mr. Waffle, in as much as he had purveyed them 
in propria persona—the Oranges from Levy Lyons in 
Upper Thames-street; the apples from Leadenhall- 
market ; and the almonds and raisens were samples 
pres-nted him by his friend, a fruit-broker. Whence- 
sover all these delicacies came, they seemed to be 
provided for the benefit of the junior branches, who 
fell upon them with unceremonious appetite, while 
the senior members regaled themselves over currant, 
raisen, and orange wines in bealths innumerable, a 
solitary decanter of port in the middle of the table 
being unaccountably neglected by the master of the 
house. 

Not being accustomed to these home-brewed deli- 
cacies, the appearance of a bottle of champaiga 
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jpromised some Consolation; but when asked how [| 
liked it, sincerity compelled me to hint, that Mr, 
Waffle’s wine-merehant had not altogether done him 
justice ; upon which he cast a tender glance at his 
better half, and said with arch significancy,—*My 
wine-merchant, captain, has never yet done me in- 
justice: the champaign you are drinking is of her own 
making, and I defy any man to distinguish her goose- 
berry-wine from real champaign: indeed, it’s better 
than most of what we drink in this country as such, 
sinoe another glass, my geod friend, it will do you 
good !° 

During this time, the zealous competion of the lit- 
tle innocents for the good things had fairly waxed in- 
toa scramble, and little Jessy, in her eagerness to 
outdo her elder brother, unluckily disturbed the cen- 
tre of gravity of my full glass of British Epernay.— 
The liquid stream with national antipathy, instantly 
made its way to the mazarine blue of Mrs. Philpott’s 
French silk dress, and the sudden leap she was me- 
chanically induced to perform on the occasion, only 
lengthened the streaky current. Some half phrazes 
obscurely muttered, of which the words ‘brats,’ and 
‘done for,’ were all 1 could distinctly gather, evident- 
ly shewed that this lady did not meekly bear her 
misfortune. ‘To do Mrs. Waffle’s brewing justice, I 
doubt whether real champaign would have been 
equally powerful in its effects, inasmuch as before 
the ladies withdrew, which was but a few minutes 
later, the seric garment distinctly exhibited the fac- 
tious colours of biue and orange in great perfection. 

This untoward accident, no doubt, hastened the 
departure of all our fair. companions : a general rising, 
bowing and squeezing ensued; after which our host. 
asserting a clegree of authorily which in the presence 
of his better half he had generously waved, marshal- 
led his friends in new groups, and exhorting all pres- 
ent to a free and easy joviality, gave toasts and 
bumpers in rapid succession. Mr. Jones’ nostrils had 
for some time pantomimed a sense of smelling, which 
although equally palpable to my olfactory nerves, I 
had the good breeding to suppress, until our friend 
informed us, that it was proceeding from Mrs. Waffle’s 
smoking a ladies’ cegat, which her delicate. health 
had obliged herto resort to for a length of time, and 
which he had no doubt was the means of preserving” 
her alive. 
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BO’..-STREET POLICE OFFICE. 

Jonathan in Iondon.—Among the watch house 
prisoners brought before Sir Richard Birnie, yester- 
day morning was an American gentleman,—one 
*Squire Donald, who had been consigned to durance, 
by the waiters at Richardson’s Hotel, Covent garden, 
for non-payment of his supper. He wasa man ofa 
fine florid complexion, easy address, and fashionable 
attire; but poor gentleman, his fashionable attire was 
sadly deteriorated by the adventure he had under- 
gone. His superfine light blue coat was bedaubed 
with something that looked as though it had been 
ejected from Mr. Jukes’ newly invented antidigestive 
pump; his drab kerseymere unmentionables were va- 
riegated with broad patches of pure market mud: 
and though he wore a superb gold watch, with many 
trinkets of fine gold therennto appended, he had 
neither hat nor cravat' But then, he wore his coat 
close buttoned to the top tn front, and the colar turn- 
ed up behind to keep his neck as warm as possible 
under the circumstances. 

It appeared by the evidence of the waiters that he 
came to the Hotel, evidently rather non compos, in 
a hackney coach, about eleven o’clock on the pre- 
ceding night, and refused to give the coachman more 
than fhree-pence for histide. Coachee told him he 
was a rum customer, and refused to take the three- 
pence. ‘Squire Donald then offered him four-pence, 
and peremptorilly refused to give more. Coachee 
talked of sending him to the watch-house, but one of 
the waiters saved him the trouble by paying the 
shilling he demanded, and then coachee drove off, 
and °*Squire Donald went into the Hotel and called 
for oysters and punch. Oysters and punch were 
supplied to him until he had eaten and drank to the 
amount of three shillings and three-pence; but he 
would not pay for these good things, and refused 
the shilling for the coach hire; and, after a long al- 
tercation he was given in change to the watchmen, 
who would have had him go perpendicularlarly to 
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the watch-house, but he chose rather to go upon all 
fours ; and that was the way his drab slacks came to 
be so be-mudded. 

Before the magistrate he showed so much republi- 
can impatience, at having to wait till his turn came, 
that his worship ordered him to be placed within the 
bar} and from that pretty considerably awkward sta- 
tion he made the followiag defence :— 

‘What isthe meaning of this? Why am—’ 

‘What is the meaning of your eating an inn-keep- 
er’s property, and then refusing to pay for it?’ said 
the Magistrate, interrupting him. 

‘Properly ” rejoined "Squire Donald—‘it was filth! 
Why am I to have filth put into me, and then be cal. 
led upon to pay forit? Where is the justice of that? 
I assure you it created a ”assau in my stomach—a 
very disagreeable nassau indeed.’ 

‘A what?’ asked his worship with much surprise. 

*4 nassau,’ replied Squire Donald, which he af- 
towards explained to signify a rising of the gorge—a 
so't of stomachic indigaation ; and thence it was un- 
derstood that by nassau he meantnausea. He then 
went on to argue, that, as what he had eaten would 
not remain with him, he ought not to be called upon 
to pay for it; and that, even supposing it had re- 
mained, and his system had derived all the advanta- 
ges consequent thereon, the proper mode of proceed- 
ing against him for the recovery of the cost, would 
have been by -civil action, and not by watch-house ; 
and upon these grounds he contended that his deten- 
tion was altogether illegal. 

‘Unless you pay the money, Sir,’ said the magis- 
trate, again interrupting him, ‘I shall consider you 
eithera lunatic, or a ———— sometning worse, and 
deal with you accordingly.’ 

‘Well, if | must, | must,? replied "Squire Donald, 
and very reluctantly taking a sovereign from his 
pocket, be withdrew with the waiters and discharged 
the account, and then he was discharged himself. 

English paper. 


HUMOROUS TRIAL. 

At the Quarter Sessions for Liverpool, Patrick Fitz- 
simmons was tried on Wednesday the 7th instant, for 
stealing a watchman’s great coat. It was proved, 
the prisoner had on the night of the 6th ult. broken 
open a watchman’s box, and taken away the coat, 
which was found upon him about an hour afterwards. 
The prisoner, who, as his name imports, is a native of 
the sister kingdom, being called upon for his defence, 


placed himself in an-oratorical position and said—. 


*May it it plase your honors, | am aecused of breaking 
inte a watchman’s box and stealing away his coat, 
but [am perfectly innocent, and I’!] tell you just how 
it happened:—I nad been out drinking on the night 
they mention, and | had, to be sure, got mortally 
drunk, that | know is very wrong. About 2 o’clock 
in the morning, as | was going staggering home, I 
asked this here watchman, ‘Can you tell me where 
I can get a lodging, or where | can get something to 
drink?” ‘No,’ said he, ‘all the houses are shut up 
now; but in an hour and a half there will be a house 
open, where they sell capital purl, so step into my 
watch-box, slip on my great coat, and orake your- 
self asy while | go my rounds, and when I come back 
we'll see what can be done.” I didashe bid me; he 
locked the door, andin a moment I was asleep.— 
Soon after I waked, and finding myself boxed up in 
this narrow cell, | could not dream where I was; so 
setting my feet against the door, I burst open the box, 
and walked out, quite forgetting that | had on the 
watchman’s coat. On my way up the street I met 
two other watchmen, and asked them, ‘ Could I get 
any thing to drink?’ They told me there was a 
house hard by, where they sold rum at 6d. a glass. 
I said (saving your Honour’s presence) that was 
devilish dear; but | went in and they went with 
me. When the reckoning came to be paid, | hap- 
pened to have no money; so one of the watchmen 
said'to me, ‘How came you, Pat, by that great coat ?” 
I said, ‘Sure, and it is my own,’ not meaning to steal 
it, but intending only to keep myself warm with it 
until it was daylight. My companions, however, 
hauled me away to Bridewell; and this, plase your 
Honours, is the whole truth. Is it likely that a man 
that has been sixteen years in Liverpool should be 
so foolish as to break open a watch-box? Did not 
I know that there is generaliy in these places noth- 
mg buta broom and a shovel? And how could | 
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tell that the watchman himself was not inthe box?’ 
This defence was delivered with great fluency and 
animation; and the Recorder, in addressing the Ju- 
ry, said, that though this was the best speech he had 
heard for the last six months, yet he feared, that if 
they acquitted the prisoner, it must be rather for his 
ingenuity than his innocence. After a short delibe- 
ration the Jury returned a verdict of Guilly; and 
the court sentenced Fitzsimmons to 14 days’ impris- 
onment.— English paper. : 
| 








FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
Mr. Editor, 
If you choose to give the following ideas a place in 
our paper, they are at your service. 
er oe 4 SHORT METRE. 
LIFE AND DEATH. 

What is death? said a friend to me one day in a 
sort of musing manner. Whatis death? The mere 
departing of the spirit. But what is life? ‘That’s 
the question.” Whocan say what life is? True we 
know we have the power of lifting a foot or moving a 
finger, but what gives us that power, The power, of 
course proceeds from the Creator, but the question is 
in what manner (philosophically) is it transmitted to 
us. Aska man what keeps life in the body? he will 
be very likely to answer, it is the pulsation of the 
heart. Ayé, but what causes the heart to beat ?— 
Why the nerves which proeeed from the brain. - But 
then again. what gives this influence to the nerves to 
act upon the heart in this manner? These are 
my ideas upon the subject. It is admitted by all 
modern philosophers that a certain portion of electric 
fluid always exists inthe atmosphere which surrounds 
us. The nerves which originate in the brain and 
are thence transmitted to the heart, are probably pos- 

sessed of some peculiar and very-subtle power of 
attraction, and as often as. the heart beats these 
nerves probably: receive an electric shock from the 
surrounding atmosphere, which Shock is transmitted 
to the heart and causes the pulsation, which propels 
the blood through the entire system. We all know 
the atmosphere is subject to change, and so is the 
human body. These nerves or conductors partake 
of the change of the body, and their power of at- 
traction is proportionally increased or diminished.— 
Hence the difference in the pulse at different times. 
So much for life;. but for death. How common it 
is to hear a person say that it resembles sleep. Yet 
how different it is from that balmy repose which mere- 
ly ‘steeps the senses in forgetfulness.” Sleep may 
be even lovely—death is always appalling. Only 
iook at what is called ‘a pleasant corpse.’ See how 
the nose is pinched by the icy hand of death. How 
the lips are compressed and the corners of the mouth 
drawn down, How the whole expression has settled 
in a dead, stony appearance. And then how cold 
to the touch—how intensely cold is death—there is 
something peculiar in it. Itis not like the sharp 
penetrating coldness of ice: no, nor like the coolness 
of iron, or steel, or water: it resembles salt more than 
any thing else, but yet there is a chilliness and a 
humidity about it that even this mineral does not 
possess. In short, the coldness of death and of death 
alone marks the triumph of the king of terrors, more 
emphatically upon the human victim than on any 
other. Does this resemble sleep ?. surely we ‘ 
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SATURDAY EVENING, June 19, 1824. < 


ITEMS OF NEWS. 


A groat of Edward [V. a small crucifix and the 
Virgin and Child, of a composition unknown, resem- 
bling plaster-of-paris, but harder, were found, a few 
days since, amongst the ruins of Oystermouth castle, 
near Swanzea. Onthe back of the crucifix were 
some characters in the form of the old Nosman 
French. 








Hauirax, N.C. Jone 4.: 
Melancholy occurrence.—On Monday evening the 
/ 24th ult. William Lewis, an aged and respectable 
linhabitant of this county, went out of his house, 
i quitting the company of his wife and children, and 
leaped feet downward into his well where he expir- 
| ed, and where his body remained until the next day. 
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as an English gentleman at the house of 
Esq was fixing the flint in his gun, a Mrs. Peck, with 
her two children rode up to the door, at which in- - 
stant the gun went off, and the ball passed throvgh - 
her heart. She instantly expired.—JV. Haven Reg. 








Suicide.—The Harrisburgh lutelligencer states that 
on Sunday last, the body of Mrs..Fioody, widow of 
Walter Floody, was found suspended by a silk hand- 
kerchief, to one of the rafters of the house in which 
she had resided. She is supposed to have been driv- 


en to thisrash deed in consequence of her poverty. 
She had three little children, the oldest of whom is 
not more than six years, who were dépeident on her 
labor for their sustenance; and it is probably that 
their cries fur food may have driven their unfortunate 
mother to this desperate extremity. She always bore 
the character of an industrious and peaceable wo- 
man, and was highly respected by her neighbours. 
But she had once been in easy circumstances, and 
misfortunes in consequence, set doubly heavy upon 
her: ‘work she could not, and to beg she was ashamed.’ 


Falal Accident.—At Lyme. Conn. on the 3ist ult” - 
Wait? 





Drowned, in Boylston, on the 6th inst. James Eson- 


ing, aged 20 years. He had been in town but three 
or four days. 


~@ noble acl.—On Saturday evening, asa lad was 


passing fiom the Steam Boat Olive Branch to the 


wharf, he fe)] into the water and sunk.. The Cap- 
tain of the boat finding he could not swim, immedi- 
ately leaped from hia boat into. the river and saved 
the boy’s life —V. Y. pa. 


On board the Alfred, from Dublin, a few weeks 
since, one of the passengers presented her husband 
with three children, who wete all landed at New~ 
York well and heartys 


A Man.who forgot his own name.——It is-a fact, . 
knowa to many persons in this city, that some years 
since, ahighly respectable and well educated citizen 
of a Southern city, caNed at-our Post Office, and said, 
‘have you got any letters for me?’ . *What is your 
name, Sir,’ said the clerk. The gentleman raised 
his left finger to his nose, looked grave and said—‘I 
will tell you directly,’ and turned on his heel out of 
the office. A few yards from the Post Office he met 
a friend who said, ‘How do you do, Mr. ———-?? 
‘That’s it,?. said the gentleman, and returned to the 
office, told his name, and obtained his letters. 

Philad. Press. 


Curious circumstance in Ornithology —At the house 
of Mr. Duncan, who lives at the post-road between 
Bush and Havre-de Grace, Md. a young robin was 
lately kept in a cage, and hung out in the porch ev- 
ery day, neara place frequented by some wrens.—- 
One of the wren» Somehow imbibed an affection for‘it, - 
and commenced passing through the wires of the cage - 
aud feeding: the captive robin, which it continued to 
do for many weeks. The fact is well attested. 

RN AR aa EE ROL APR DRE, ACU 1 EP IR ~ scm 
MARRIED, 

In this city, on Sunday. last, Mr, [saac R, Batts, to - 
Miss Naboy C. Hall. 

On Sunday evening last; by the Rev. H: Ballou, . 
Mr. Jeremiah R. Cook, to Miss Harriet Tarr, former. 
ly of Gloucester. 

In Bath, Me. Mr. Robert N. Foster, of Thomaston, 
to Miss Sarah J. Marsh, 


a 
DIZDv, 

In this city, on Friday evening,’ 11th inst. great'y . 
lame*.ted, SAMUEL PARKMAN, Exq. aged 72. 

On Monday evening-last, Mr: Samuel S, Parkman, 
aged 33. 

Mr. Matthew Hammond, aged 43.—Mre. Mary Far- 
rar, aged 71. 

At huis seat, Perth Amhoy, New Jersey, aftrr a 
long and painfal tllness, Coumodore Jacop LEwis, in 
the 60th year of H’s age. 
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WANTED IMMEDIATELY, 


CAPABLE Perron to obtain subscribers to a Pe- 
tiodica) Publication, to whom a liberal compens. 
sation will be allowed.—Inquire at this Office. 
June 19, 1824. 
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CABINET OF APOLLO. 








From the London New Monthly Magazine. 
Is THERE A Gop? 


“inswered by an Appeal to Dforning, Noon, and 
N 


ght. 


Now breathes the ruddy Morn around 
His health restoring gales, 

And ffom the chambers of the East, 
A flood of light prevails. 


Is there a God? Yon rising sun 
An answer meet supplies ; 

Writes it in flame upon the earth, 
Proclaims it round the skies. 


The pendant clouds that curtain round 
This sublunary ball, 

And firmament on high, reveal 
A God that governs all. 


The warbling lark, in realms of air, 
Has thrill’d her matin lay; 

The balmy breeze of morn is fled, 
It is the Noon of day. 


Is there a God? Hark! from on high 
His thunder shakes the poles: 

I hear his voice in every wind, 
In every wave that rolls. 


I read a record of his love, 
His wisdom and his power, 
Inscribed on all created things, 
Man, beast, and herb, end flower. 


The sultry sun bas left the skies, 
And day’s delights are flown; 

The owlet screams amid the shade, 
And Night resumes the throne. 


Is there a God? With sacred fear 
I upward turn my eyes; 

There is! each glittering lamp ef light— 
There is! my soul—replies. 


If such convictions to my miod 
His works aloud impart ; 

O let the wisdom of his Word 
Inscribe them on my heart : 


That while I ponder on his deeds, 
And read his truth divine, 

Nature may point me to a God, 
And grace may make him mine. 


—_—_—__ 


From the Lady's Monthly Magazine. 
THE BACHELOR’S SOLILOQUY, 
Or a new puzzle* in praise of Women. 
Happy a man may pass his life 
When freed from matrimonial] chains 
When he is governed by a wife 
He’s sure to suffer for his pains. 


What tongue is able to declare 
The failings which in women dwell 
The worth that falls to woman’s share 
Can scarce be call’d perceptible. 
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In ail the female race appear 
Hypocrisy, deceit and pride 
Truth—darling of a heart sincere 
In woman, never can reside. 


They're always studying to employ 
Their time in vanity and prate 
Their leisure hours in social joy 
To spend is what all women hate. 


Destruction take the men I say 
Whe make of women their delight 
Those who contempt to women pay > 


Keep prudence always in their sight. 
ANNA MARIA. 


*When read for the praise of women, the first and 
third lines, then the second and fourth must be read. 





Light Readings. 


We publish the following for the amusement of 
our readers, ‘verbatim et literatim.’—Eb. 


To The 
Editor 


Weekly 


for the 


Magazine. 


Thos Lines are humbley Sir Submitted for your 
batter judgment | 


To the good Samaritan, Mr, SE....s 


May i from dark oblion 

Bring my pen 

When noblear ones - 
The plase might justly clame 
In prase of one that 

Truly clames my prase 

Be all i am and all 

My weshis seased. 


You Like my Savour came 

To chase the clouds of time 

Bid black dispair retier 

And make your virtues shine— 

Now may thy life 

With love and hope be joind 

Go take the pledge 

By Right it, is, entirly thine 

Thou dost desirve 

A — batter yes by far 

For thou thy Self art 

Much the brightest Star 
Boston 





Touch at the sublime—The following is a literal 
copy of aspeech delivered at a debating society in 
one of the western towns ef Pennsylvania. Corporal 
Trim’s eloquence was no touch to this master-piece. 

‘Well—-the subject to be discussed is wether ar- 
dent spirits does any good or not. [| confirm it don’t. 
Jist think of our ancestorsin future days: they lived 
to a most humerous age—so that I think that whiskey 
or atdent spirits don’t do any good. {Long pause.] 
Well—the question to be excussed is wether ardent 
spirits does any good or not—so that I conclude that 
itdont. [Another henge I can’t get hold on d—d 
thing..—Lancaster Free Press. 





Toast, given by Mr. McFarland, late editor of the 
‘f{arrisburg Commonwealth,’ at an entertainment at 
Carlisle, Penn. 

‘May the SKINS of the Enemies of Jackson, be 
converted inte CARPETING, for his Friends to 
dance upon.’ 


From an English Publication, 
FLUCTUATIONS IN THE FASHION OF HATS. 

About the year 1180, in the reign of Philip Augus- 
tus, an alteration took place in the form of the bun- 
net, which then began to be worn with the brim all 
round. 

Louis [X. (St. Louis) introduced the fashion of hats 
with large brims tatned up. 





Philip HII, (the Bold) brought in the fashion 6f 
wearing a large calotic, that is, a kind of skull-cap, 
with a very small-brimmed hat placed on one side. 

What may be called the chapeaw brae was*first in- 
troduced into France in the reign of Charles te ‘Bel: 
they were cemposed of felt and-carried in the ‘hand. 

The form of the hat under Philip de Valois is ex- 
actly similar to that of the English coal-porter’s hat 
of the present day : its large brim -was turned up iu 
front, and was attached to the dress behind. 

In the year 1341, three different sorts of hats 
were worn, under the names of chaperens, bonnets, 
and chapeauz. 

Under Jean Il. (the Good) the crown of the hat 
was very high, and the brim extremely small. Some 
of these hats were ornamented with feathers. 

Until the time of Charles V. hats had been used 
only by distinguished people, but in his reign they 

became common. 

The hat of Charles VI. was of the helmet form. 

Twenty years afterwards we find that the brim of 
the hat was cut in points. 

Henri le Bon, the Duke of Anjou, generally wore 
a bonnet ; Louis X1, his uncle, wore a small-brimmed 
felt hat, over a large ealotie. The chapeau in the 
- of Charies VIII. was ornamented with a pana- 
che. 

The head-dress of Lovis XII. was a cap, the top 
of which was almost flat, and trimmed with far.— 
The lords ef the court wore caps or hats with high 
crowns, and brims more or less broad, but always 
turned up. 

Francis I. introduced the singblar fashion ef adorn- 
ing the brim of the hat with the coat of arms of the 
wearer. The crown was decorated with a large 
plume of feathers. ' 

During the reigns of Henry II. Francis Il. Charles 
IX. and Henry III. the chapeau was displaced by 
toques of different forms: this mode is said to have 
.been borrowed from the Italians. 

Henry IV. wore a high-crowned hat with a small 
flat brim. This fashion was then in use among the 
Spaniards. 

A great change toek place in.the form of the hat 
under Louis XIill.; the crewn was extremely low, 
and the brim very large: it was worn on one side. 
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The following popular DRAMATIC WORKS, are 
just received from New-York, and for sale at this 
Office, from 6 to 25 cents. 

Cortez: or, Conquest of Mexico; Guy Mannering; 
A Tale of Lexingten; Columbus: or, A World 
Discovered; Cataract of the Ganges; Siege of 
Belgrade; One, two, three, four five, by Adver- 
tisement; Swedish Patriotism; Fair American; Ali 
Pacha ; The Citizen; Too late for Dinner; Modern 
Antiques; Boarding House ; Sylvester Daggerwood ; 
Helpless Animals: or Bachelor’s Fare. 


THE SECOND EDITION OF 


WOM & URRY 3 
OR, LIFE #N LONDON. 
Is for sale at this Office, and at the Book Store 
of Messrs. Richardson & Lord—-Price 25 cents. 


A few copies of the LADY of the LAKE are for 
sale at this office at Auction price, 
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Boston Pocket-Book, and Fancy Mo- 


rocco Work Manufactory. 
AMES DYER (directly opposite the Old South) 
is constantly manufacturing, aad offers for sale, a 


reat variety of 
6 ‘ LADIES? 


Pocket-Books, Thread Cases, Reticules, Card Cares, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back Gammon Boards, 
&c. &c. on the most reasonable terms, for cash or 
credit. March 27 
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